ANNE GILCHRIST AND WALT WHITMAN

come and give the lecture on Lincoln this winter; why not,
confound it, it would be most interesting.

Quite often we go to Miss Booth's receptions. Saturday
evening, they are gay & amusing. Met Mr. Bliss, the gentle-
man that talked like "a house afire" one Sunday at your
house last winter, you remember.

Last Wednesday I, mother, Giddy, & Kate Hillard went to
Mrs. Bigelow's reception. Miss H. was asked to recite &
she recited the "Swineherd" (Anderson's) charmingly, &
"The Faithful Lovers/' which took every one. "Walk in"
Miller was there (I can't spell his name) & lots more.

This morning being Sunday, I took my skates to the Park.
The wind was high & whirled us about fantastically; ladies
seated in wicker chairs were pushed rapidly along the Pond's
smooth icy surface by their gentlemen escorts, tall men
kissed the ice or sprawled full length on their backs, while
others flew by like swallows; all this with a church spire
peeping behind hills dappled with snow & sunshine: what
more inspiriting than this?

And now dear Walt.

Good-bye for the present.

HERBERT H. GILCHRIST.
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